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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 

Wednesday.—I am getting on in years—I can’t deny it—“ the 
sear and yellow” is well upon me. But my faculties are still clear, 
if not brilliant, and, although the Sunday paper seems to have 
burst upon a lot of people with the paralysing effect of a thunder- 
clap of unheralded novelty, I can remember perusing it every week 
of my unnecessary and mispent existence! 


THE MARE’S-NEST FINDER. 

His expressions were emphatic, 

Indignation bathed his brow, 
And his gestures were erratic, 

So I said, ‘‘ What is it now?” 
‘There are wretches having printed 
Sunday papers, man !”’ he said. 

I admitted it and hinted 
That Queen Anne was, also, dead ! 


Got up pretty early in the morning to-day, and got Cox in for 
Harrow. Afterwards ran over to Rome and assisted King Humbert 
to open the Press Congress. Listened attentively to some of the 
speeches, but soon felt a little ‘‘ peckish,” and joined Her Most 
Gracious, and took her picnicing to Falicon. Got back to London 
in the evening, and dined with the Hon. Sir Horace Tozer and the 
Article Club at the Holborn. 


Thursday.—Witnessed an interesting but abortive attempt to 
sell the ill-starred (and ill-designed) Ernest Bazin—the wonderful 
roller-ship that was going to get round the world quicker than any- 
thing. It couldn’t get round the public, though. In vain the 
auctioneer enumerated various uses it (or parts of it) might be 
put to—such as bicycle wheels, lobster salad, sofa cushions, camp 
stools, homes for lost dogs, and refuges for confirmed inebriates—it 
was no go, and there were no bids. Went for a long walk and got 
an excellent appetite for the ‘‘ silver banquet” given to Mr. T. J. 
Hamp (the father of the Holborn table d’héte) at the Holborn, and 
the Holborn can do it—when it likes. 

Friday.—Ghastly, gusty gales all day. Went and opened the 
Royal Drawing Society Exhibition for them, and found it drawing 
royally, in spite of the disgusting gustiness. Got blown inside out, 
and stayed inside for the rest of the day. 

Saturday.—Went footballing between the showers. Saw the 
skies team, and also saw the English team win the International 
much in hand. Also attended most of the Irish Local Government 
County Councilelections. Wirrasthrue! but we’ve done it this time! 

COUNTY COUNC-ILATION ! 
Hurroo! me bhoys, ye’ll see some fun— 
We've schwept the boord, be jabers ! 
An’ now ye’ll foind what’s to be won 
By County Council labours. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be ret 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 








By paceful manes, ye sons of sin! 
An’ not wid guns or sabres, 

We'll now acquoire the lands and tin 
Belanging to our neighbours. 


Went over to Copenhagen in the course of the morning and 
wished the King of Denmark ‘‘ happy returns "’ on his 81st birthday. 
Looked in at Christie’s for an hour; they were busy parting with 
masterpieces. Dined at the Hotel Cecil with the Institute of 
Journalists, and afterwards to see the production of The Gay 
Lord Quex—which the Bishop of Wakefield calls the ‘ wickedest 
play ever produced "’—or words to that effect—though I don’t 
gather that he has seen the work. 


Monday.—General Booth had a birthday to-day; went and con- 
gratulated him upon his past and his presents. Had a look in at 
Kensington Palace—they seem to be getting on pretty well with the 
spring cleaning, and hope to be straight again in time for the visitors 
who may be expected to arrive when the place is thrown open on 
the Queen’s birthday. Took an excursion to Naples from Rome 
with the Press Congress, and had a nice time—lovely day. After- 
wards saw a lot of pictures—a Turner collection at the Guildhall, a 
mixed assortment at the New English Art Club, and a number of 
subjects from Egypt at the Modern Gallery in New Bond Street ; 
attended the opening of the Leather and Boot Fair at Islington. 
Ran down to Aberdeen and saw Conan Doyle’s Halves produced at 
Her Majesty’s Theatre in that town, and went home by the new 
all-night tram from Blackfriars to Brixton—beastly night. 


Tuesday.—Reopened the Law Courts—saw the Hon. W, Peel 
safely married—started the King and Queen of Italy on their 
journey to Sardinia. Took the Duke and Duchess of York to the 
Punchestown races, and opened the meeting forthem. Spent the 
afternoon with the Eccentric Club at the Hotel Cecil, and helped 
them to entertain the ladiesthey'’d invited. Dinedatthe Reform Club 
with Mr. Poultney Bigelow and Mr. Choate—also with Sir E. Fr 
and the London Chamber of Commerce at the Trocadero. But 
allowed none of these things to prevent my going to Hungerford. 
Everybody gentle and simple going to Hungerford to-day. I should 
think so! No obstacles can stop them. 


MAGNETIC ATTRACTION, 


Let’s all away, by cab or shay, 
Or any mode vehicular ; 
Let rain or hail or snow pre 
We will not be particular; 
By foot or team the raging stream 
Let duke and costermonger ford, 
Hie all the lot to one fair spot— 
It’s kissing day at Hungerford. 
Tue Sporrer. 
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A SPRING CLEAN-OUT. 


Friend (popping in).—‘* Hillo, Stoner! 
Stoner (hoarsely).—‘‘ No—Brokers!”’ 


Eastern Vikings. 


(Tho most powerful cruiser in the world has been recently 
launched as an addition to the fast-growing Navy of the Mikado of 


Japan. | 


Japan, thou island empire, Star of East ! 
What new phase will history give to thee? 
Thy attributes now truly point to this, 
A naval power of magnitude thou'lt be. 
Thy people's nature, many-sided, mixed, 
Such contrasts strange and wide they surely show ; 
Reserves of hidden dignity, and strength 
With gentleness, and grace of manner flow. 
bi land as varied as thy people’s nature, 
rom smiling meadows green and flowery rise 
Many a rocky height of rugged grandeur, 
Which oft the gazing foreigners surprise. 
Columbia's naval science thou hast learnt, 
With all the arts and culture of the West ; 
But Heaven's great truths, as yet, thou dost not know; 
With clear discernment may thy heart be blest. 
There now are three proved Navies of the globe: 
Those of Britain, Columbia, and Japan ; 
O may undying honour’s noble acts 
Be ever theirs, throughout the wide world’s span ! 
Jane H. OaKLEY 





Spring cleaning, eh?” 




















The Four Ages. 


ALL the world’s a stage 
And every umbrella just a player, 
A sunny entrance or a dripping exit 
According to the weather. First the infant 
Sheltered with parasol, all lace bedecked, 
Youthful and giddy, made of silk or chiffon ; 
Then the neat folded brolly, like a lover 
Full of romance, but slender as to waistband, 
Partial to well-starched cuffs, and West End Clubland. 
Next soldier-like, with handle crooked for quarrel, 
Folds not so neat, and habits rather loose, 
Seeking a bubble reputation 
E’en in a beery glass. And then the grandsire, 
In fair round belly, of good gingham made, 
With ribs expansive, rain-defying size, 
Cheating Old Time with everlasting wear— 
Till he too ends his journey with Old Clo’— 
Sans ribs, sans gingham, and sans everything. 








Toper’s Budget Meditation. 


Hicks-BkracH has only tacked on one more penny— 


CaCI nT) il & His OD i@. one OTF many. 
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Gouncil the other day a farmer com- 
plained that it was almost impossible to 


A Pastoral Complaint. 
[At a meeting of a Rural District 


t girls to serve as milkmaids now-a- 
ys.—Daily Paper.) 
WirTH gloom the air is laden, 
And troubled are our brows; 
And why? The rustic maiden 
Objects to milk the cows; 
Her wilful, wanton blindness 
With gall has filled our cup ; 
The ‘‘ milk of human kindness ” 
She curdles and dries up! 


We thought her occupation 
From care was quite exempt ; 
Then why this indignation, 
This outburst of contempt ? 
Go, take the pail up neatly, 
Unless you wish to be 
Outside the pale completely 
Of human sympathy ! 


If factory smoke entices, 
Think twice before you yield ; 
The best of all advice is, 2; - 
Don’t leave your native field, 
Your russet gown like fairest silk 
In Strephon’s eyes shall gleam. 
Behold, town life is but skim milk, 
But country life’s the cream ! 











member is making a long speech, brandy 
and water is supplied him at the expense 
of the Government.’’— Vide Press.] 47-4 


Refreshing. 


[In the Belgian Parliament, when a 








Ir members, in their weariness, 
With brandy their spirits refresh, 
Re-port-ers, we think, really ought 
To be sustained with good old port ! 








A Sad Case. ‘ a : 


more than any watch I’ve ever had.” 


present’!”’ 


She.—“ I value this watch you gave me 


He.—‘*‘ Ah, ‘there’s no time like the rose at me! 














“‘Welkim to Oireland!” 


By Patrick O’GrRapy. 


(The Duke and Duchess of York have gone to Ireland for a 


fortnight.] 


WELKIM to Oireland ! Shure, ye’ve been here before, 
But for ye there’s iver a wide open door ; 

We greet ye wid shoutin’, an illigant smile, 

Yer prisince makes brighter our beautiful Isle ! 
Shure, green is the turf wid the breath av the spring, 
An’ swate are the songs that the birruds now sing, 
An’ soft are our hearts wid the love we ye bear, 

An’ loyal are our cheers that are rousin’ the air ! 


The flags are all ‘flyin’ and bowin’ to ye, 

The bells ringin’ out their swatest melody ; 

The wurruds that they spake, if it’s put into spache, 

Is, “ Welkim to Oireland—to both, an’ toaich!” 

Ye know well, me dears, that the colleens an’ bhoys 
Can’t be very ‘loyal widout makin’ a noise! 

We'll dhrink, dance, an’ sing till we make the pigs start, 
But “ Welkim ! we mane from the — of aich heart ! 
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High Tragedian (returned from Provincte) — ‘Ah! ‘twas indeeda triumph! The house 
Egged on by their frantic ap——.”’ 
Low Comedian.—* Egged on? I read that you were egged off, my boy!"’ 











Tax all those bores who worry one for autographs and opinions 
upon the Dreyfus case. 

Tax all those affected nuisances who will persist in coming to the 
theatres some ten minutes after the commencement of the per- 
formance, and squeezing by those who have got to their seats prior 
to the rise of the curtain. 

Tax all those persons who disarrange a draper’s stock and 
ultimately purchase only half.a-yard of calico. 

Tax all Sunday editions of newspapers, which nobody wants. 

Tax all the members of the London County Council; all the 
unduly loquacious and insolent members on Vestries  aeadaats 
in particular), Local Boards, and Urban District Councils 

ax all illuminated advertisements, which make our thorough- 
fares hideous. 
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How to Raise the Budget. 


Tax all publications which give interviews with illustrous 
nine mmpoops, with illustrations marked copyrig tht. or some 


’ 


im, 








such 


Beware ! 


(‘England and Russia—amicable negotiations.”—Vide Weekly 
Paper.) 
How pretty it is to see Lion and Bear 
In manner most friendly shake paws, 
It's very much better, we all must declare, 
Than if they extended their claws ! 
But the times that the Bear has been false are lote, 
He's threatened the Lion's big throat; 
The leopard, we know, cannot e’er change his spote— 


Can Bruin, we ask, change his coat ? 
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; You with eye far-seeing Alone vou stoo¢ 
Primrose Day. Knew both friend and foe ; — tr sy phan 
A Sweer Re nome Friendship falsely vaunted, Slowly friends drew round you, 
Nae SSERAPCS. That you always flaunted, As the Commons found you 
Pasarp, but not forgotten Waiting for the blow. Meant to hold your own ! 
Slee Great Statesman, sleep ! Passed, but not forgotten, ae 
Though the years are esting, Sleep, Great Statesman, sleep ! se ces - Ben eee Pray 
True hearts still are beating, Our sun is not waning: . Th, th - ee te wd 
True eyes still can weep. Statesmen of your training T at oe valle ag sai ng, 
More and more we know you, Still a stern watch keep. F oy menete pane oe ena 
Know the debt we owe ‘* Manchester" has vanished, M esc toe Sn Se will weep ! 
To your long life's teaching, All that feeble “ school "— ; Gemausa os ann conee 
To your deep far-reaching All that honest folly, "Ho stn as ~— 6s — 
Plans of long ago. | Cant most melancholy, Gratef) of a nation, 
- | Gone are knave and fool ! weet ons ares ane 
eace with honour, surely ! | ; ; _—* : 
But with honour first— ae oo ; ; 
eaained rend tanta | Hard, determined hitter, : 
That you held t , With your speeches bitter, ; 
6“ Fee ty aa why aaa ies am | Fools you kept at bay. Mercenary. 4 
; With your wit ironic wal eat : 
Laughed once at that word | tee you held the field— fa Mr. Kipling has presented Mr. 
Now when Kipling sings it— ; Warren Leland, proprietor of the hotel, 


With keen words derisive 
Dealing blows decisive, 
Cleaving every shield. 


To the wide-world flings it— 


. and his employés, with copies of his 
Every heart is stirred! 


books suitably inscribed.”— Vide Press.] 





Peace, beloved of Russia, Not a man could face you Ir has to us just now occurred 
That you dared to doubt— In that war of wit— That some who Kipling’s volumes took, 
Iron and unyielding, Foes, afraid, dissembled : | In bad taste, might have much preferred 
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(For Cartoon Verses, see page 124) 
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PRIMROSE DAY.—A SWEET REMEMBRANCE. 
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“The Elopement of Susan Smiley.” 
CHAPTER VIII.—“ THE WEDDING.” 


“*Tr’s only by making an apology to me, and, in consideration of 
wanting someone to give your aunt away, that I consent to 10 
this charge. Eh, Coppen ?” said Meggles, pompously, as he str 
up and down a private room in the Peanut. 


























“CONFOUND THE MAN!” soOLILOQUISED CLARENCE. 


Miss Smiley and her nephew had taken refuge in their old rooms 
at the hotel in St. Albans, and here Mr. Meggles, closely attended 
4 P.C., Coppen—who said he was “ off dooty’’—had found them. 

ere had n what Clarence called an awful row, Mr. Meggles 
insisting in pressing his charge of unlawful imprisonment so firmly 
that Miss Smiley, with dire forebodings as to the next ten years of 
her nephew's career, had retired to her room in tears. 

“Eh, Coppen?” repeated Mr. Meggles, irritably, as the worthy 
constable did not speak. 

“ Compounding a felony, sir,” said Coppen astutely. ‘ Officer of 
the law, sir! Can't do that! ”’ 

“Rubbish, man! I dare say he will make it compound addition as 
well.”’ 

“I'll see him hanged first!" roared Mr. Clarence. “ This lop- 
eared Jonathan Wild has got as much out of me as he’s likely to 
pd If he hadn't played me false, I'd got the old girl back to 

don in spite of everybody, and, as to giving her away, I'm going 
to do that now.” 


“ Eb ? ” 
‘* You've made a mess of it, ag 
“ What the deuce do you mean, sir?” 


“IT mean the old girl isn't nearly so plummy as you think she 
is.” 

“Spare your slang, sir, when speaking about my future wife,” 
said Mr. Meggles, turning pale. ‘* Do you mean to tell me she’s 

ted——?" 

‘‘Parted! Not much! Catch the old pute poring with any- 
thing. No, she’s bought a beggarly annuity with her money, and 
left an indigent nephew out in the cold.” 

“I am perfectly aware of your aunt’s—that is—Miss Smiley's 
financial position,” said Mr. Meggles, much relieved. ‘‘ In fact, it 





was I who advised her to do this very thing."’ 
“Why you infernal scoundrel ‘a 
“ Coppen | aid Mr. Meggles calmly. 


W : \ so ry) ; r } 
y u d } Re ee et Feet 


‘No, merely to prevent a breach of the peace. You see, Mr. 
Clarence,” scatienl Mr. Meggles, ‘“‘ having for some time under 
consideration the idea of an alliance with your estimable aunt——” 

“Hang you! Yes! Get on!” 

“TI thought I could at once dispose of a certain—as you suggest 
—indigent nephew in a very satisfactory manner by this little 
arrangement.” 

“ You haven’t married her yet,’’ snarled Mr. Clarence. 

“No, but I’m going to to-morrow morning, and remember this, 
sir, that your aunt insists on you giving her away. Of course, this 
is a doubtful compliment to me, but it’s better than Gretna Green 
after all. Coppen will see you to the coffee room.” 

“ All right,” said Mr. Clarence, sulkily, “I’m going. You fancy 
ourself, don’t you, chivvying a chap about with a bobby. I don’t 
anker after your society, and I can fall over the door-mat just as 

easily without him. But mind this, you ain’t the first old juggins 
that’s made a fool of himself.” 

**Get out!" roared Mr. Meggles. 

‘‘ Better let me take you down, sir,”’ said Coppen. ‘“ There's a 
gent in the bar as wants to see you most particular. Name of 
Ruggles, sir; and he seems a bit upset, too. A black eye ain’t a 
nice thing to take to the halter to-morrow, sir.’’ 

‘* Ruggles? Black eye?”’ 

‘““ Yes, sir. Looks like a cabman, sir.” 

“Oh, yes, I suppose I've got to settle with him, too; and if he 
asks for more than sixpence I’m a bankrupt. Lend me half a 
sovereign, Coppen.”’ 

‘*Werry sorry! Officer of the law! Against orders, sir.” 

‘Then I shall have to chance the black eye. Come on, Coppen.” 

**Now then, young feller! ’’ shouted Ruggles as soon as they 
emerged into the bar. ‘‘ Where’s my keb? It’s been took to the 
greenyard, and if yer don’t get it out sharp it ‘ll bea churchyard, as 
you'll be wanting, for all you’ve brought yer nurse wid yer.” 

“My nurse ?”’ 

“Yes. The long bobby. I ain’t perticular which on yer I slips 
into, but I’m going to ’ave my keb. It’s engaged for a wedding 
party to-morrow.” 

‘‘For Mr. Meggles and my aunt.”’ 

“I don't know anything about your aunt, or old Meggs either, for 
the matter of that. The keb engaged by a lady name Smiley, as 
says she won’t be married in any other keb than the one druv by 
Ruggles.” 

‘* But I tell you I’m the lady’s nephew, and I’m giving her away 
to-morrow.” 

‘* Yes, you’re pretty smart at giving things away as don’t belong 
to yer. Now then, are you going to take my keb out of pop or not ?’ 


, 





Tur WEDDING. 


“Of course, 1 am, its only fair to you, cabman,” answered 
Clarence, fingering his watch-chain. an idea having occurred to him 
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“J'll go with the constable and see about it at once, and in the 
meanwhile you will——”’ 

“Thank you kindly, sir. It is a werry dry day, sir. Keep your 
eye on him, old Bluebottle, he’s a bit slippery.” 

“Confound the man,’’ soliloquised Clarence, as he went to see 
about it. ‘I meant to say something sarcastic. Its rough luck 
having to spend your last sixpence on a drunken cabman and then 
have to pawn your watch to get his cab out of ‘ pop’ as he calls it.” 


The marriage of Miss Smiley and Mr. Meggles took place the next 
morning. Mr. Clarence officiated as the father of the bride, and 
Mr. Ruggles did the honour for Mr. Meggles as best man; the 
latter keeping on his brand new gloves of curious hue during the 
banquet that followed the ceremony at the Peanut, and made 
the one and only speech in proposing the health of “the new 
missis.”” 

“Where are you going for the honeymoon?” sneered Mr. 
Clarence. 

‘Ah, where?” said Mr. Meggles. ‘Shall we continue the 
journey to Gretna Green ?” he added slily. 

‘‘No,” said Miss Smiley, with a shudder. ‘‘We will just go 
home to Mrs. Hashley’s at Bloomsbury Square.”’ 

And home to Mrs. Hashley’s they went. 


(THE END.] 














Waftings from the Wings. 

Mr. HappON CHAMBERS’ new comedy The Tyranny of Tears 
at the Criterion is entertaining, natural, and instructive; simple 
and unostentatious, yet humorous and pathetic. Clement 
Parbury, a successful novelist, has engaged Hyacinth Wood- 
ward as stenographer and typewriter, and withal a young and 
comely maiden. He is also married to a handsome young wife, 
who, during the marriage of some five years’ duration, has 
somehow got rid of all her husband’s friends, estranged him 
from his clubs, and reduced him to a condition of granting 
her slightest whim. Should he show any reluctance to concede 
her wishes she resorts to tears. The latter invariably gain her 
object, and matters proceed conventionally enough. A college chum 
(George Gunning) looks him up whilst he is dictating an article. 
They talk over old times, and in this way it dawns upon Parbury 
that he has relinquished all his college companions, and instantly 
jumps at Gunning’s invitation to go yachting. Gunning also 
seems to take a fancy to Hyacinth Woodward. She tells him 
she is the youngest daughter of a clergyman, the father of thirteen 
daughters, each named after flowers. She dilates upon the 
poverty of her home; the ponderous joint which had to last the 
entire week, and the frock which first. adorned the mother and sub- 
sequently the eldest sister, and descended in rotation to the 
youngest child. That is the story of her life. She, unfortunately, 
is seen by Mrs. Parbury to kiss Mr. Parbury’s photograph, and 
then the fat is in the fire. Hyacinth Woodward is to leave at 
once! She declines to do so, at Mrs. Parbury’s bidding. 
Then Mr. Parbury is appealed to, and he, mystified at such a 
request, declines to dismiss his secretary, who, as he says, has been 
such a great help to him. Both the ladies decline to tell him the 
cause. The wife makes it a sine qua non, and intimates her firm 
intention to go home with her father, who is dining with his son- 
in-law, if he will not discharge Miss Woodward. Parbury says his 
wishes must prevail, and Mrs. Parbury departs with her father. 
Next day everybody appears to be miserable. Gunning is requested 
to intervene, and Mrs. Parbury, after reproaching him as the cause 
of her husband’s stubbornness, makes a confidant of him. Her father 
slyly appeals to Gunning to help him out of the difficulty, as his 
daughter’s coming home upsets his arrangements, which are of @ 
platonic character. The old man’s favourite expression—‘“ Give me the 
word ’—is productive of much fun. Poor Parbury cannot divine 
the cause of the sudden volte face of Gunning ; he, however, hits 
the right nail on the head when he suggests to Miss Woodward the 
advisability of her going home for a time, as her presence appears 
to have upset his domestic régime. She agrees, after some very 
consummate acting, which is touchingly pathetic. The final 
act brings husband and wife together, after the latter has 
had a good lecturing, and Gunning proposes marriage to 
Miss Woodward in an amusingly unorthodox style, received 
by her in perfect calmness, at which the house could not 
suppress a smile. ‘* We do not know each other. We do not 





love each other,” she exclaims. ‘There we start with an 
advantage,” says Gunning, whose logic ultimately prevails. Mr. 
Charles Wyndham impersonates Parbury faultlessly, and with his 
well-known engaging style, and Miss Mary Moore by no means over 
acts the lachrymose part of Mrs. Parbury. Mr. Frederick Kerr and 
Miss Maud Millet respectively fulfil the parts of George Gunningand 
Hyacinth Weehwast: It will be remembered that these two 
created the success of Jedbury Junior, and I do not think they can 
ever excel that performance. Mr. Alfred Bishop is very ble 
in the part of Colonel Armitage, Mrs. Parbury’s father. The acts 
are located in Mr. Parbury’s study, a very comfortable looking 
symposium, and the garden outside, pe wealthy in floral growth 
and landscape environment. The orchestra performs some very 
beautiful music, composed for stringed instruments, in which the 
harp is heard very pleasingly. From the fervour with which 
The Tyranny of Tears was received, it is likely that the comedy will 
have a very successful run. 


The revival of Sweet Lavender at Terry's has clearly proved that 
public interest in Mr. Pinero’s most charming comedy is as great as 
ever. Mr. Edward Terry, excellent as he is in every part he essays, 
has never given us a more delightful treat than he gives us as Dick 
Phenyl. To say that everyone should see him in this most con- 
genial réle would be to platitudinise a truism, and to say that 
everyone should see him two, three, or even four times as kind, 
generous, but weak Dick Phenyl, would not be an exaggeration. 
Those who saw Miss Maud Millett as Minnie Gilfillian 
in the early days of this revival must certainly go 
again to see Miss Ellis Jeffreys, who comes fresh from her 
triumph in My Soldier Boy, to take Miss Millett’s place. Any 
comparison between two such charming actresses would be odious 
in the extreme; we will only say that merely to see Miss Jeffreys 
once is to admire her; to see her twice is to swear by her asa 
comedy actress of the very highest order. Indeed, Mr. Terry has 
gathered together a really excellent company, and we must all wish 
him the success he undoubtedly deserves. 


The Three Musketeers will be withdrawn from the Garrick Theatre 
after the performance on Saturday evening April 22nd, re-opening 
Thursday, April 27th, when will be presented a comedy in five acts, 
by Louis N. Parker and Murray Carson, entitled Change Alley. 


STELLA DisastER Funp.—The directors of the Empire Theatre 
have expressed their intention of giving a matinée performance 
in aid of the above fund which is now being raised by the Mayor of 
Southampton. Full particulars will be shortly announced, 


EMPIRE THEATRE.—The very strong and varied programme 
rovided by the Empire management has drawn crowded houses 
avin the week, and will be continued in its entirety. A fresh 
competition has been instituted between the two sections of the 
Bicycle Polo Team, a prominent member of the Stock Exchange 
having offered a handsome prize, and the resulting contest may be 
expected to prove as spirited and entertaining as its immensely- 

pular predecessor. The management have secured the return 
of Mdlle. Yvette Guilbert to London. Although this gifted lady 
will appear for only a limited number of nights, the fact of her 
re-entrée is sure to be hailed by all lovers of true art with un- 
bounded delight. The date of her appearance is the 24th instant. 


Tue Cancer HospitTat (Free), Brompton, Lonpon, 8.W.—A 
very successful entertainment was given to the in-patients of this 
hospital on Thursday evening, the 6th inst., for which Messrs. 
Fred. C. Everill and E. H. Willoughby were responsible. The 
several characters were well sustained by Messrs. Fred. ©. Everill, 
E. H. Willoughby, Turle Lee (at the piano), Ambrose Skinner, 
G. E. Blackburn, *“‘ The Angelus Glee Singers,'’ Miss Ward Gibbons, 
Miss Tots Davis (‘‘ The Child Wonder"), Miss Georgie Leno, Miss 
Lena Bygrave, and several other artistes. A musical absurdity in 
one act, entitled “Crazed,” by Mr. Turle Lee (as Mr. Brown, a 
composer), Mr. George Leonard (as Mr. Smith, an author), and 
Mrs. E. Renton (as Sally, a maid of all work) was highly 
appreciated. In proposing a 9 hearty vote of thanks to the 
artistes for their kindness in providing such an enjoyable entertain- 
ment for the patients, Mr. C. Jarman, the assistant secretary, took 
the cpportunity to remark that this was the last of the series for 
the present season, the whole of which had been very much 
appreciated. Mr. Everill stated that it had afforded great pleasure 
to the artistes to seek to amuse the patients, and he was that 
their services had been appreciated, and they would all be pleased 
to come again when ed to do so; after which the National 
Anthem was sung with great spirit by all present, and the pro- 
ceedings terminated. 

The Royal Botanic Society held their spring flower show at their 
gardens in Regent's Park last Wednesday. The daffodils, tulips, 


and narciasi were exceptionally grand. 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


THE Peace Conference (the Czar’s 
patent) is goin’ ahead now. At the time 
of ritin’, the representatives of the 
various Powers is assembled at the 
Hague, an’ I ’opes they’re enjoyin’ there- 
selves; I dessay it’s a little change for 
’em, an’ I don’t s’pose the Conference 
will do any ’arm, even if it don’t do no 
good; p’r’aps it’s “‘the thin end of the 
| wedge.’ I’m very peaceful myself, if no 
one don’t interfere with me; but, I ses, 

|} | let me’old on to my copper-stick, an’ I 
} | fancy all the nations will, so to say, want 
to ’old on to their “‘ copper-sticks.” 
’Ere’s an American expert been 
— |  drawin’ a very gloomy view of our 
manufactures. Accordin’ to ’im our 
trade is ‘* goin’ to the dorgs,” or rather, 
to Armeriky; but we know that dear 
old Uncle Sam can’t ’elp ‘lickin’ 
creation ” in theory, if not in practice. 
It’s cheerin’ to read that the cotton 
industry is lookin’ up in Lancashire, 
| wich makesonedisinkclined to ‘*‘ cotton ” 
to that expert’s opinyun. 
It appears, accordin’ to the Kettering 
Board of Guardians, that tramps prefers 
wood-choppin’ to oakum-pickin’; they 
wants to keep their ’ands from 
‘‘pickin’”’; it’s a pity they don’t keep 
‘em from stealin’. Ata meetin’ of the 
same Board it was proposed to give 
tramps broth as well as bread; but this 
was thought to be too sowp-erior a artikel 
of diet, so the proposal was defeated. 

It is rumered that Mr. Jones (’Enery 
Arthur) an’ Mr. Tree ’ave ’ad a fallin’ 
out over the former’s new play, Carnac 
Sahib; at present the dispute is some- 
what rapped in mistery, but I dessay by 
the time you read this you’ll know 
‘* What happened to Jones,” if anythink 
did happen. 

The Germans ’ave been blowin’ up 
some Chinese villages jist to make ’em @ 
bit shaky in their shoes an’ make their 
pigtails quiver. The Chinese are dead 
agin all furriners, an’ I don’t think 
there’s any nation wot loves them— 
yeller of skin an’ black of heart, most 
of ’em. 

A man named Henry Simmons was 
charged at the Enfield Bench with bein’ 
drunk and disorderly. On bein’ con- 
victed, ’e sed, “‘I’ll never vote for Bowles 
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THE REASON. 














: we again.” ’E meant Colonel Bowles, who 
His Lordship.—* Well, James, why are you leaving us?” is member for Enfield, an’ sits on the 
James.—‘‘ Since I took this place it has come to my knowledge that you used to be a Bench. I dessay e’ won’t vote for 





street singer. Under these circumstances it is quite himpossible for me to continue to serve 
you any longer.”’ 





Bowles; more likely to vote for the 
“ flowing bowl.” 


| AN DERSON’?S 


CITY-OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BEVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
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” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 

” i GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

” " TAN GLOSS, or 


' BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 














